218            AFTER    THESE     MANY     QUESTS
Suddenly there was a savage knocking of Sten-gun fire and a mad surging round the gloomy Venice Insurance building. The iron-gates were closed, but inside Italian partisans, their faces distorted with the killer's lust, were hunting down members of the Fascist African Police—the P.A.I. They fired blindly down the echoing corridors. Then a chase developed in the square itself; a screaming, lynching mob began to pursue someone supposed to be a Gestapo informer. He took refuge in the Palazzo Venezia. I tried to follow to discover what it was all.about but was pulled this way and that, and eventually gave it up. A woman with a haggard, tear-stained face clutched my arm and said, in English: "They killed my brother. I want to help. What can I do? Tell me what I can do? "
Some told us that they had been feeding on grass or that they had to pay the equivalent of five shillings for one egg. They said that fuel was practically unobtainable; that there was a daily hunt for charcoal. Bakeries had been looted by starving crowds. These privations had not, apparently, affected the vitality of the Roman population. Moreover, as we soon discovered, fashionable restaurants could provide expensive sybarite meals for anyone who could pay. A party of us were eating together in one of these places when two dazzling lovelies joined us uninvited at the table. They kept saying "Bella Roma," although it seemed to be Roman bellies in which they were chiefly interested. They had the audacity to tell us that they had been sleeping with Germans. I think the truth was that they were anxious for protection. We had enormous difficulty in getting rid of them.
We made our way, as arranged with Public Relations, to the Stampa Estera building, a place used by the foreign Press • correspondents. It was a remarkable institution. Foreign newspapers had offices there before the war, but there was also a club and a common room. When we arrived, there was indescribable pandemonium, contributed by chattering, giggling demi-mondaines, journalists of all nations, typewriters, and the celebrations of stray G.I.s. Stunned by the uproar, mentally and physically exhausted, I sat down to write my first despatch about the entry into Rome. What was the world waiting to learn? Surely that         copy "queucing up" for its turn on the radio to ]
